THE SECOND NIGHT

Skipper'll want to know this.' Eight secret police followed
me out of the Tip Top. But I dodged 'em. That's
nothing to me. While they were looking for me in the
public urinal I was on the telephone giving you my
news. That's Milton. And here I am. And here's my
report."

He placed on the table one of those familiar pieces of
paper on which in his bold legible hand was written:

Queenie Walters (suspect] see my other reports^ arrived
at the Tip Top Theatre at 10.23 P-m- She left at 10.24
p.m. accompanied by Major von Dangel (suspect) see my
other reports.

"Very well, that'll do," said Waterlow. " You'd
better go and wait in the back room in case you're
wanted."

" Right, Skipper." He paused in the doorway and
pronounced solemnly: " Mr Crowder, if you hadn't
opened the door just when you did, I don't believe I
could have held my hand much longer. There'd have
been a few dead police on the doorstep of Number Ten
in another minute."

He retired, shaking his head over the averted tragedy.

Milton was hardly out of the room before they heard
the clatter of a horse and carriage being driven very fast
and challenging shouts in its wake. Waterlow told Yanni
to get to the door and have it ready open.

" This is something like a night," Crowder declared,
rubbing his hands with the gusto of a D'Artagnan. With
Waterlow by his side he could cock a snook at danger.

The carriage stopped outside Number Ten. The door
slammed behind somebody's hasty entrance. Yanni came
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